INCREDIBLE     CARNEGIE
This was no ordinary strike or lockout, though such
formal action had been taken by both sides. It was
revolution, sheer, stark, elemental.
During the ominous five days from July 1 to the 6th,
the men had made repeated and fruitless efforts to com-
municate with Andrew Carnegie. Supposedly, the con-
trolling owner was "traveling on the Continent". As
a matter of fact he had gone, by pre-arrangement, to
a lonely lodge on Loch Rannoch, Perthshire, Scotland,
a retreat thirty-five miles from a railroad and telegraph.
Here there was little danger of embarrassment through
receipt of demands that he veto Prick's decision to start
the works on July 6 with non-union labor.
Prick's drastic action had united hitherto wavering
workmen solidly behind the Amalgamated leaders. The
men did not know, of course, that Prick's desk was
choked with Carnegian fulminations against the union;
nor that the benevolent little phrase-maker had mapped
a complete union-smashing campaign before he sailed
for Europe. It was enough for them that the Little Boss
had fraternized freely with them on his occasional tours
of the works, told funny stories and had either com-
promised or joked them out of previous attempts to
lighten the burden of their blistering, back-breaking
labor.
This, then, was the setting on the fateful morning of
the 6th when the Little Bill slowly pulled her load of
dreaded Pinkertons up the Monongahela.
The company had planned to land the watchmen un-
der cover of darkness. Greatest secrecy had been pre-
served. However, an alert scout darted from the shad-
ows of the Smithfield Street Bridge and an hour later
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